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Mrs. F R E X E. 


MADAM, 
Ad I known a greater judge, 
or a more worthy Patroneſs of 
Poetry than Your Self, I had 
made my Addreſs to Another. 
Yet 'tis not wholly on this 
Account that I apply to You, conſi- 
dering You as a great Judge, but as 
One of the Fair Sex ; that where the one 
is not prevalent enough to defend me 
e from 


DEDICATION. 


from the buſy Impertinence of ſome who 
ſtile themſelves Criticks, the other may ; 
for who ſhall dare x condemn what You 


approve, or cenſure what is under Your 
Protection? 

What I here offer to your View are 
Pieces, moſt of which were wrote by Your 
Command, or at leaſt under Your Protec- - 
tion; and if they ſerve to divert You as 
much in reading them, as they were " 
Amuſements to me in writing them, I | 
ſhall be fully fatisfy'd; if not, you have 
read enough, too much already. 

| ſhall not enter into a Detail of the 
many Virtues of Your worthy Family; a 
thing very common in Dedications, and 
that too attended with the moſt groſs and 
ſervile Flattery: The Frekes and the Col- 
cheflers are too well known to need the 
weak Support of a Dedication; their Vir- 
tues are ſo conſpicuous, nay, their every 
Action tends ſo much to the Good of their 
Country, that to mention it would be in- 
tirely uſeleſs and unneceſſary. 


DEDICATION. 


But as I am wandering from my Sphere, 
in attempting a Task that is beyond my 


| Genius, I ſhall leave that to ſome abler 


Pen, that may paint each Virtue in its 


proper Colour, and be no Detraction from, 
tho' not an Ornament to it. Therefore, 


Only beg leave at preſent to make uſe of 


this Opportunity of publickly acknowledg- 
ing the many Obligations | am under to 


You, and of profeſſing my Self, with the 


utmoſt Gratitude, 


MADAM, 
Your moſt obedient 


and obliged Servant, 


The Autnmos. 


P R E F A 0 E. 


T SHALL not undertake to vindicate 
1 rhe following Poems, as free from 
Faults ; for doubtleſs they have many: But 
1 hope the Reader will make ſome Allow- 
ances, as being moſt of them written by one 
who is not Seventeen; at different Times, 
and «pon different Occaſions. d 
As one End that I propos d to my ſelf in 
publiſhing em, was to divert at leafs the © 
gayer Part of the World; fo if I facceed in 
that, my Deſign is anfwer'd, if I do mot, | 
hall give my ſelf lutle Trouble about it 
for if they are approvd of, I ſhall bave 4 


need of Preface to recommend 'em; and 1 
they are condemn#d, all my Endeavours 1 
keep them ale will be frunleſs ; and all th A 
Prefaces or Apologies that I can make in m 


own Behalf, will not ſcreen me from th 5 
Cenſures of the Publicł. A 


POEM. 
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3 
oN has ch'ill-natur d Mos E uſurp'd 
ee 
m—_— Venting ber Fury in Satirick Rage ; 
th And well ſhe might; for nought could then inſpire 
m Her teeming Fancy with a genial Fire. 
th But ſince ſome Sparks ſuperior warm my Breaſt, 


And Cupid's Anger is at length confeſt; 
F F A4 Since 


9 
Since I have felt th'inſufferable Smart, 
And fix'd that reſtleſs Wanderer, my Heart, 
Humbled at laſt, I now a Suppliant come, 
And from that God I ſcorn'd expect my Doom. } 
O Love, who unreſiſted rul'ſt each God 
Proud of thy Will and paſſive to thy Nod, l 
| 


Whoſe Pow'r extends to all the Realms above, | 
Air, Earth, and Sea; for All muſt yield to Love! 
Thy ſcorching Flames my Happineſs infeſt ; 7 


I feel, I feel them rage within my Breaſt ; 
And all the Lover's in my Soul confeſt. 
Enough, too much I've felt; --- the deadly Smart 


Shoots thro my Veins, and thro my Body darts; 2 
Ceaſe, ceaſe to torture ſtill a bleeding Heart! 
When eager Huntſmen to the Plains repair, 5 


To trace the Mazes of the doubling Hare, 
They, the Prey caught, for other Sport declare. 


Muſt I, thy Slave, for ever drag thy Chain, 0 
While to thy Foes their Liberties remain? . 
Let the ungrateful ever- charming Fair, . 

Who ſcorn thy Empire and augment our Care, | 


Let 
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Let theſe but own the Power of thy Throne, 
Then, Cupid, then the vaſſal World's thy own. 


7% BITHINICUS. 
From MARTIAL. 


Aus E Nevia coughs and groans, and finds 


* no Reſt, TED 
Letting the Spittle fall upon her Breaſt, 
Thou hop'ſt, Bithinicus, her Hour is nigh ; 
Nevia but flatters, ſhe don't mean to die. 


A I I Eg 


DIALOGU E 
Between STREPHON and CELIA. 
In Imitation of that of Horace and Lydia. 


STREPH ON. 


THEN I was chief in lovely Celia's Breaſt, 
y y And in her ſweet Embraces only bleſt; 


[ wo ] 

When no dear Youth beſides could twine his Arms 
About her Neck, and drink her melting Charms, 
1 ſcorn d the haughty Monarch's lofty State, 
Becauſe I ferm d much happ er, and as great. 
CELIA. 

When Me you deem'd the faireſt of the Fair, 
Pride of thy Verſe, and Object of thy Care, 
Ere Chloe's Beauty Celia's did outſhine, 

And no dear Girl ufurp'd that Breaſt of thine, 
Then was I bleſt; then Ce/a's happy Name 
Exceeded -es, that Favourite of Fame. 
STREPHON 
Now Chloe with her ſoft inchanting Art 

Of Muſick, has intirely gain d my Heart; 

For whom Fd nor refuſe to die, would Fove 
neee eee eee 
C2114 
WW enn 
Nor I in him leſs equal Flame can find; 
Preſerve him, Fate! O that I rwice could die, 
If double Death could five the charming Boy 


STRE- 


Say, Celia, tell me, ſhould I ope a Door, 


An Infant Muſe, that long has ſtrove to riſe, 


[67S 
STREPHON. 
But ſay, ſhould Love and Venus reunite 
My Soul to thine, make thee my ſole Delight; 


Rejecting Chloe, to our freſh Amour —— 
CELIA. 


Tho he is kind, and ſhining as a Star, 


Fair as he's kind, and conſtant as he's fair; 


Tho' thou'rt more falſe, more fickle than the Sea," 


PI! freely live, Il freely die with thee. 


—— 


_ te _ —— — — — - 


Ta FRIZ ND, defermg bis Correlln 
of a PorMm. 


+} nn Sir, 
Tho' you to more ſublime Affairs 


Adapt your Genius and adjuſt your Cares, 
Vet pauſe a while; a while your Thoughts unbend, 
And in th'imparrtial Critick loſe the Friend. 


And ſeek, altho' ſhe fall, the upper Skies, 
5 Fir d 
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Fir'd with Ambition, ſings her humble Strains, | 
And pants for Glory thro' Parnaſſus Plains; 
But vain's her Wiſh, and fruitleſs is her View, 
In vain ſhe ſings, unleſs approv'd by you: 
But you perhaps will ſay ſhe's all one Fault, 
Low is this Verſe, and barren is that Thought; 
The more her Blunders are, the more thy Aid 
She wants; the Sick alone a Radchff need. 
Juſt as the mad Prophetick Siby/s dumb, 
Nor ſees th Events of Matters yet to come; 
But when Apollo has her Mind poſſeſs d, a 


She pants, ſhe ſwells, the heav'nly God's confeſs' 
And Inſpiration heaves her throbbing Breaſt; 
The Prieſteſs in immortal Words does ſpeak, 
Words, that declare the God, from whom they break: 
So, tho' my Infant Muſe can boaſt no Fire 
Io raiſe Mens Paſſions,” or their Thoughts inſpire, 
Yer, if you, Sir, vouchſafe to ſer her right, 
Strengthen her Pinions, and affiſt her Flight, 
Rais'd by your skilful Hand ſhe'll boldly riſe, 
Mount on the Wings of Fame and reach the am- 
bient Skies, 


On 


O 2 a6... key 
i 4-4 I oo ER 


| 5 


4 
4 

* 

| 
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On a beautiful young LADY, a Poeteſi. 


A cruel Jove ] that could'ſt ſuch Art employ, 
/ \ To teach Meliſſa doubly to deſtroy ; 


Singly ſhe kill'd before with Beauty's Prize; 


But now ſhe conquers by her Wit and Eyes, 


— 


„ 


To an ill-natured SATYRIST, 


OQEraphick Brute! How elſe ſhall I addreſs 
8 A Poet breathing Brute in ſhining Verſe ? 
Sweet and ſublime thy lofty Numbers flow, 


And heav'nly Raptures in thy Periods glow; 


But the courſe Mixture of polluted Strains, 
Like ſome fell Blight the whole Creation ſtains: 
Beneath that gay Attire, thoſe Robes of Light, 


A Fiend of Darkneſs opens to the Sight, 


Unveil'd in naked Uglineſs appears, 


Thro all the gaudy glittering Dreſs he wears. 


So fabled Monſters lambent Flames emit, 
Bright as thy Fires, and ſparkling as thy Wit; 
But 


1141 


A ſubtle Poiſon ſpreads and taints the Air. 
Strange Motley of a Bard! on one fide bright, 

The other hid like Cynthia s Orb in Night; 

Nature, in forming thee, ſeem'd firſt to ſhape 

Something betwixt an Angel and an Ape; 

Thy Works in ſuch ambiguous Luſtre ſhine, 

Half bright, half dark ; ſome Brutiſh, ſome Divine. 
Yet think not thoſe reſplendent Orbs to ſtain, 

Where Caſtor, Cepheus, and Orion reign; 

No Conftellation ſuits thy Genius there, 

But the outrageous Dog, or ill-tim'd Bear. 


To BeL1nDA when it rain d. 


EE! ſee! the Heav'ns in Sympathy with me, 
Confeſs my Pains, and mourn your Cruelty! 
The ſobbing Wind to all my Grief replies, 

And ſpeaks its Pity in repeated Sighs; 
The threat'ning Clouds, tho abſent once, now low r, 
And ſhed their Sorrows in a mournful Show'r. 
Ceaſe, 


But thro' that ſpacious Light and treach'rous Glare, | 


| es —_— 
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Ceafe, Damon, then to hope, and ſtill deſpair 
Vain is thy Wiſh, and fruicleſs is thy Care; 
For how can Mortals hope that they'll prevail, 

When thus the Gods, the heay'nly Gods can fail? 


— 


, e 99 W 
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8 CHLOE 


In Imitation of Horace, Ode XXIII. Book I. 


HY flies my Chloe from my Arms, 

Eager to crop her melting Charms, 
Like ſome poor harmleſs Fawn, 

Whom ev'ry gentle Puff of Air, 

Seeking her Dam in wild Deſpair, 

| Scares bounding o'er the Lawn? 


Or at the ſoft Approach of Spring, 
(When Leaves in whiſp'ring Murmurs fing 
Fann'd by the gentleſt Breeze.) 
She pants, ſhe quakes, ſhe ſwiftly flies, 
And ſtarts at each approaching Noiſe, 
SG Scar'd by her own Surmiſe. 
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Why, Chloe, doſt thou ſhun my Sight, 
Whom I, alas! ne'er meant to fright, - 
Nor e er intended Pain? 
Then fly, ah! fly thy Mother's Arms, 
And quickly know thy blooming Charms 
Ripe for ſome am'rous Swain! 


— — 


Wrote under the following two Lines in the 
blank Leaf of a Prior. 


My fond Exceſs proclaims my Paſſion true, 
And gen'rous Pity to the Truth is due. F 


Prior. 


H E fooliſh Heart thou gav'ſt, again receive, 
The only Boon departing Love can give; 
To be leſs wretched be no longer true; 

Who ftrives to fly thee, why ſhou'dſt thou purſue ? 
Forget the preſent Flame, indulge a new. 


1171 
The Lass's CHoice, 


| (Know, 
| E T the bold Youth, who aims to win me, 
| L I hate a Fool, a Clown, a Sot, a Beau; 

I ſcorn a Coxcomb, I deſpiſe a Cit, 

J loath a Sloven, and I fear a Wit: 

Let him be very rich, and very kind, 

| Charm'd with my Virtues, to my Follies blind; 
Leet him be gentle, brave, good-humour'd, gay; 
Let him, in ſmaller things, with Pride obey, 
Vet wiſe enough, in great ones, to command: 


Produce me but the Youth, and here's my Hand. 


_—_— 


TEA-MENSA COLLOQUIUM. 


Perconfatorem fugito, nam Garrulus idem eſt. 
7 For. 


— 


Nſignem canimus Team, Turbamque bibacem 
1 Femineam. Juveni, veneranda Calumnia, Vati, 
Et tu Fama tenax falſi, quæ ſemper adhæres 
B Menſis, 
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Menſis, & grato Teæ lætaris odore, 
Dextra fave, faciliſque audacibus annue Cœptis. 

Errans heſterna per Compita luce Negoti 
Expers, & mecum meditans quo lætus euntem 
Conſumam Lucem, (nam Sol declivis ad undam 
Heſperiam ad Thetidem pronus properavit amicam) 
Faemineam inviſi Turbam, quæ jungere Cœtum 
Me ſocium oravit, Teamque haurire recentem; 
Accubui ut juſſus. Quid non Facundia poſſit 
Fœminea, aut Nymphis Quis Vir parere recuſet ? 

Ne dicam præ aliis, quam eleganter Flora miniſtrat 
Flagrantem Team, calidoque liquore Patellas 
Depictas replet, fundendo oſtendit & artem. 
Ne teretes Digitos & cerea Brachia laudem, 
Ora miniſtrantis Floræ, cultuſque venuſtos: 
Cunctarum vario ut ſtudioſa placere palato! 
Frigidior datur huic, datur illi cal'dior almæ 
Phillidi ſimplicior, Sachariſſæ ſuavior hauſtus. 
At qui Religio eſt argenteo Forcipe ſemper 
Uti, ne quævis digitorum ruſtica Tactu 
Inquinet, aut temerè infuſcet Manus albior album 
Saccharon, & creet hinc teneræ faſtidia Turbe. 


Ser- 
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Sermones varios narrare libentiùs auſim, 

Si ferrent Humeri: ſed nunc me deficit iſta 
(Quz raro) Lingua, & plura adjumenta requirit. 
Omnis ut accubuit, fabellam ſingula fictam 
Garrit, & abſentes omnes damnantur ad Unam. 


Hezc eſt deformis; Veneris nihil illa potitur; 


Hanc decorant Veſtes; proprium Fuco illa Colorem 
Mentitur falſo, formoſa apparet & arte: 

Si laudes Daphnen, referet ſubitò altera: Nil eſt, 
Ut video, Daphne cur fic laudetur ab omni; 
Ni fallant Oculi, rubros habet illa Capillos: 


Vos omnes teſtor. Chloris eſt formoſior iſta, 


Quamvis neve Chlorim formoſam dixerat Aquus. 
Silvia mox Floræ Catulum ſi blandula palpet 
Delicias Dominæ percharas mollis, Ut Omnes 


Commendant Speciem raram Catulique Colorem! 


Oſcula dant certatim, importunæque fatigant 
Aures jam ſurdas repetità Laude, Puellæ 
O ter felicem Catulum, bona fi ſua ndrir, 


1 Ardent quem Nymphæ; qui pulchræ Virginis almo 


In gremio ſomnum carpir, dum triſtis Amator 
Ezulat amplexu, & nequicquam Baſia ſperat. 
B 2 | — 
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Ne ſolus taceam, Patinas commendo, Bohzam. 
Nec minus extollo, menſæ rogitoque Magiſtram 
Unde emit, inde ut emam, ſi quando poſtulat Uſus. 
Errores, Culpas, aliena Negotia narrant; 
Quid fecit Corydon, quid pulcher fecit Amyntas. 


Num ducet gracilem Damon Amaryllida? Quantum 


Dat Genitor dotis. Qui ſcis hæc omnia (quæſo)? 
Nympha mihi dixic quædam, quæ audivit ab ipſa 
Damonis Genetrice. Refert tunc altera: Nymphæ, 
Nunquam audiviſtis? multum ardet amore Menalcas. 
Nunquam. Illum (quæſo) quæ tandem Nympha 
movebat? SO 
Credatis? Cunctæ me, fed mendaciter, aunt. 
Dum Nymphæ aſſiduè narrant Connubia, Amores, 
Ardentes Juvenes, Sponſz diverſa loquuntur. 
Num Pueri invenere pedes, rogitantque propinquas? 
Una infit : Domina, eſt quot menſes nata Puella 
Proxima? credo novem. Per fe (quzſo) ambulat ? 
immo. 
Pol mea, nata decem, per ſellam incedere ſola 
Non poſſit; fateor ſed nullam habuiſſe ſalutem: 
Altera tum clamat, tandem eſt enixa Puellam 


Egle. 


us. 


Im 


le 


[ 21 ] 


Egle. Quando? hodie. Miror, tunc altera dixit, 

Nunquam audi gravidam: ſed ego rarò audio quic- 
quam, 

Exeo quæ nunquam: niſi forte aliquando. Domi 
nam 

Omnia dilapidant Servæ, fi ſcepius abſim, 

Infidæ. Nunquam audiſtis, quid Sponſa Leandri 

Patraffet facinus? Non. Quid? Damona recepit 

In Lectum: ſed ne vulgate, precor, commiſſum. 


Non dixi, niſi Vobis; & non amplius ulli 
Dicam: namque odi res divulgare tacendas. 
Altera dum pergit, mihi quidam inquirit amica 


Sorte; ferè exanimem ſic me ſervavit Apollo. 


THE 


” - 
— — OED =. 
1 — — 2 
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THE 
TEA-TABLE DISCOURSE. 


Imitated from the former. 


In ev'ry Ear inceſſant Rumours rung, 
And gath'ring Stories grew an ev'ry ! ongue. Pope. 


1 and the female Company I fing, 
That fat, drank, talk'd, and — their 


Talk did ſpring, 


O Satire, to whom heav nly Praiſe belongs; 


And thou, O Fame, tenacious of the Wrong, 
Who lov'ſt about theſe Tables oft to rove, 


Raiſe what is falſe, and raiſing it improve, 


Aid me, I beg; your meaneſt Bard inſpire, 


Aſſiſt the Muſe, and fan the glowing Fire. 


As Yeſterday I wander'd thro' the Street, 
Lazy, and careful how to ſpend the Night, 
(For now the ſetting Sun had veil'd his Head, 
And lay in wat'ry Ocean's oozy Bed) 

I ſaw ſome Ladies, who defir'd my Stay, 
Ask'd me to fit, and drink a Diſh of Tea; 


Obedient | 


heir 


1231 


Obedient ſtraight, I act as they direct: 
What cannot Female Eloquence effect ? 


Not then to mention with what dext'rous Art 
Fair Flora pour d and gave to each their Part: 
Not then to praiſe her Fingers and her Arms, 
Pregnant with Beauties, and profuſe of Charms: 
Not to praiſe her neat Attire, and Face 


 Adorn'd with ev'ry captivating Grace: 


Studious to pleaſe in all things ſhe appears, 
And diff rent Sorts to diff rent Palates bears: 


| Some beg it Cold, ſome Hot, ſome Strong, ſome 


ent 


Sweet ; 


Thus various Minds in various Tempers meet. 


93 


ut yet one Thing a common Care they make, 


The Sugar ſtill with filver Tongs to take ; 


| Leſt they offend the Gazer's tender Sight, 
And act what they eſteem as Unpolite. 


Their various Talk I'd willingly relate, 
And paint in proper Colours all their Chat; 
But my weak Senſes fluctuate, like my Blood, 
Which rolls, incertain, its inconſtant Flood; 


FOR And 
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And ack th' Affiſtance of ſome abler Pen, 


To tell the Tales they told, What, How, and When, 


When all were ſar, their Stories each begun, 
And none eſcap'd the Cenſure of their Tongue. 


Delia's deforin'd; Olivia is not fair; 
No Grace has Chloe, but a ſlattern Air; 
From Paint Co/melia borrows ſparkling Fires, 
And Love, with Beauties not her own, inſpires ; 

Ii you praiſe Daphne, Lydia ſtraight replies, 
She has red Hair, I own; but ſay, where lies 
That Charm, that Beauty you fo highly prize ? 
Witneſs ye all! CHloris more Charms does ſhare, 
Vet none will grant that CHloris e'er was fair. 

If Phra's Dog the fawning Silvia praiſe, 
Each Tongue its flatt'ring Attribute diſplays : 
They praife him, bug him, kiſs him, on him gaze; 
And try a chouſand diff rent ways to pleaſe : 
Their noiſy Tongues run on in full career, 
And tire with hated Noiſe the weary Ear. 

Bleſt Dog! if he but knew his happy Bliſs, 
Whom all reipe&, and even Ladies kiſs; 


Who 


by 


While the fad Lover's baniſh'd with Diſdain, 


1251 


Who undiſturb'd in Flora's Lap remains, 


And hopes for Happineſs, but hopes in vain. 
To be not ſing lar, I the Cups commend, 


And to the fine Bohea my Praiſe extend; 


Ask Flora where ſhe purchas'd them, leſt I, 

Urg'd by Neceflity, ſhould want to buy. 
All others Faults and Bus'neſs they relate; 

What Corydon and what Amyntas did; 

If Damon would his Flame for Phill improve, 


And marry whom he only meant to love? 
What Fortune Damon's Father would beſtow, 


I ask'd of Nævia how theſe things ſhe knew? 
| Nev. It came from one whom Demon's Mother a 


Ladies, have you ne'er heard ſome Nymph control'd 
Manalcas Peace, and fir'd with Love his Soul? 
Lad. No, Nævia, no; for whom burns he, I pray? 
Nev. All ſay for me. But then they falſly fay. 
Now while the Maids the neighb'ring Country 
drain 


Of Marriages, of Loves, and loveſick Swains, 


The 


[ 26 } 
The Wives a Freedom of Diſcourſe enjoy, 
And diff rent Tales their diff rent Clacks employ. 


Bel. Can your Child, Julia, cry Papa? Jul. He 


can, 
And walk too by himſelf like any Man. 


Bel. How old is he? Jul. Nine Months. Bel. But 


Nine! my Drone, 
That is full Ten, I cannot truſt alone. 

But then I own, he's fick, and wants that Joy, 
That Health, which waits ſo amply on your Boy. 
Mar. At laſt our Neighbour Agle's brought to Bed. 
Ful. When? Mar. Why GAP Jul. I never 
beard twas faid | 

She pregnant was. But nought I've heard before, 
Who ſeldom wag much farther than the Door: 
For if to ſee a Friend I ſtir from home, 

All things within my Houſe to Ruin come; 

The Faith of Servants is ſo very rare, 

So great their Negligence, ſo ſmall their Care! 

Bel. Have you not heard how that Leander's 8 pouſe- 
Jul. No: Tell us what? Bel. Falſe to her Mar- 
riage Vows, 


She 


RE Adnan. Abd 
I 


 AFriend, who happily inquir'd for me. 
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She claſp d the treach'rous Strepbon in her Arms, 


Who ſeiz d the Fort, and rifled all her Charms. 


Let what I've ſpoke be underneath the Roſe; 

Nor e er the Truth, the fatal Truth diſcloſe : 

To none but you the Story I've reveal'd; T 
To none but you I will divulge the Tale; 
J hate to ſpeak what ought to be conceal'd. 

Czlia begun, when lo! a Friend I ſee; 


Thus from their future Nonſenſe Phebus kept me ( 


free. 


i LE TD14 


Hor. Ode VIII. Liv. I. 


Y DIA, dic per omnes | 
| L Te Deos oro, Sybarin cur properes amando 


Perdere? cur apricum 


Oderit campum, patiens pulveris atque ſolis ? 


( 28 ] 


Cur neque militaris 
Inter Æquales equitat ; Gallica nec lupatis 
Temperat ora frznis? 


Cur timet flavum Tiberim tangere? cur olivum 


Sanguine Viperino 
 Cautivus vitat? neque jam livida geſtat armis 
Brachia? ſæpe diſco, 
Szpe trans finem jaculo nobilis expedito? 
Quid latet? ut marinz 
Filium dicunt Thetidis ſub lacrymoſa Trojæ 
Funera: ne virilis 


Cultus in cædem, & Lycias proriperet catervas? 


— 
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Hor. Ode VIII. Book I. 
i 
WELL me, O lovely Lydia, tell, 


Or elſe, by Jove, I'll thee compell, 
Why beauteous Damon s manly Force 


| In your ſoft melting Charms is loſt ; 


p 
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| Or, when you fann'd his Breaſt with am'rous Fire, 
His blooming Strength and vig'rous Youth retire ? 
II. 
Why does he lazy hate to toſs 


The pond'rous Bar with manly Force? 

Why from the Rage of Winds retire, 

And ſhun th'Inclemency of Air; 
Nor midſt his Friends with rival Boldneſs ride 
The mazy Round, and check the Courſer's Pride? 

III. 

Why now the fragrant Oil avoid 

With greater Care than Viper's Blood? 

Why not explore the liquid Road, 
And ſporting ſhoot along the Flood ; 
Or, when fair Tiber ſwells with angry Pride, 
Daſh the proud Waves, and ſtem the foming Tide? 
IV. 

Why do his Arms, grown black with Scars 

Receiv'd in Fights and former Wars, 


| 
1 


No more exert a gen'rous Rage, 


And with his Rival's Pow'r engage; 


Thoſe 


TIN 
"Thoſe Arms, that for the Jav'lin were renown'd, 
And caſt the well-pois'd Quoit beyond the Bound ? 
| =: 

Why does he hide his valiant Head, 

As once the brave Achilles did; 

When, to the royal Maids confeſt, 
He baſely lurk'd in Womans Dreſs ; 

Left his Attire ſhould hurry him to Troy, 

And his keen Sword the Lycian Bands deſtroy ? 


3 #® ® © 
1. 
T Er Monarchs for an empty Name 
Pant chro the bloody Plain; 
And, bart' ring Ha ppineſs for Fame, 
Procure a laſting Pain. 
II. 
Kingdoms ſhall nel er engroſs my Care, 
Such Things as vex the Great; 
For Empire's but a gilded Snare, 
And fickle is its Fate. 


iu. The 


ny” 
Hl. 
The genuine Paſſions of my Mind 
That Paſſion, Love, controuls; 
"Tis Love, and Love alone, ſhould find 
A Place in Human Souls. 
| IV. 
For why ſhould we not love when young, 
Since all They do above 
(As ancient Poets oft” have ſung) 
Is but to Sing and Love? 
| | v. 
O! were Belinda ever mine, 
I'd bid adieu to Care; 
Yet never at my Fate repine, 
Tho ſentenc'd to deſpair. 
VI. 


Chearful and gay each Hour ſhould prove, 
And wing 'd with Pleaſures fly ; 

All ſhould be Mirth, for all is Love; 
All ſhould be Harmony. 
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VII. 
But, if ſhe's reſolutely coy, 
And ſtill denies Relief, 
TIl take farewel of Life and die, | 
And dying baniſh Grief. | 


— — 
— — 


6 — 


On BELINDA's going to Pottern. 


To @ Friend. 


1. 
F Winter holds his dreary Reign, 
And fills your deſolated Plain; 
If Hannington no Joys excites, 
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ö Affords no Pleaſures, no Delights; 
1 | 


| Ask not where Jove his Spring beſtows, 


Tis Pottern, happy Pottern knows, 
N nun 


Where er Belinda ſpends her Days, 

In Pleaſure loſt ten thouſand ways, 

The Place at her Approach revives, 

And withering Trees put out their Leaves; 


Then 
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Then ask not where Jove Spring beſtows, 
Tis Pottern, happy Pottern knows. 


III. 

The Birds begin their Morning Songs, 

And to the Night their Notes prolong; 

The Streams in cireling Eddies creep, 

And, creeping, murmur to her Sleep; 
Then ask not where Fove Spring beſtows, 
"Tis Pottern, happy Portern knows. 

IV. 

No more the Lily droops its Head; 

No more the bluſhing Roſes fade; 

Her Front the Lily's White compoſe ; 

Her Cheeks add Bluſhes to the Roſe; 

Then ask not where Jove Spring beſtows, 
"Tis Pottern, happy Pottern knows, 

The Pinks diſplay an Infant Bloom, | 

Laviſh of Beauty and Perfume; 

A ſudden Vouth the Groves enjoy; 

A fudden Luſtre gilds the Day; 

C 


Then 


341 


Then ask not where Jove Spring beſtows, 
Tis Pottern, happy Pottern knows, 
- 
New Scenes, new Pleaſures court her Sight, 
And ſtill foment, till raiſe Delight; 
Where'er the charming Nymph reſides, 
The Spring, the lovely Spring preſides ; 
Then ask not where Jove Spring beſtows, 
Tis Pottern, happy Pottern knows. 


On ARRIA and PÆ TUS. 
HEN the chaſte Arria gave the recking 


From MARTIAL. 
y y Blade, 
Which in her Breaſt the fatal Wound had made, 
To her dear Pætus, thus to him ſhe ſaid: 
e Petus, believe; the Death which this can't give, 


% From thy more dreaded Wound I ſhall receive. 


Py | E P = 
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Occaſion'd by having the DV « Es Company at 
the Ram- Hunting. 


By a Gentleman of Eaton School. 


1 manum clavi. 
Clavigeros inter Pueros, pulcherrima Proles 


Arietis in cladem, claviger ecce! venit. 


Quam placidus mitiſque ferit! Quam parcere pronus 


Et nocet; Impavidus ne noceatque, pavet! 
Ut clavam, fic arma geras; hoſtemque ferire 
Nec nimium nolis, nec, Gulielme, velis. 


Attempted in Engliſh. 
Hon the Ranis Fall, with Club of Oak in Hand, 
F His Highneſs comes, and joins the youthful | 
Band. 
Gently he ſtrikes; for Oh! how prone to ſpare! 
Dauntleſs he hurts: to hurt is yet his Fear. 
C >» Such 
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Such be thy future Triumph o'er thy F oe; 
Tho' brave, not cruel; and tho calm, not flow; 
Not ſparing, nor too laviſh of thy Blow. 


_—___ 


8 


C 0 NS T AN CV. 
ATTY, thou matchleſs Charmer of my Heart, 
Whoſe Smiles new Joys, whoſe Frowns new 
Pangs impart 3 
Knew'ſt thou what Griefs fit heavy on my Breaſt, 
Baniſh my Joys, and diſcompoſe my Reſt, 
Thou would'ſt commiſerate my tort'ring Care, 
And, at our Parting, drop ſome pitying Tear. 
But hold! ---- Thy Heart of Strephon does approve, 
Lord of thy Beauties, Maſter of thy Love; 
Strephon, that claſps thee in his folding Arms, 
Anddrinks by heavenly Draughts thy melting Charms. 
Yet ---------= 
While, in yon Grove the Cheſnut fpeaks my Flame, 
On whoſe ſoft Bark I carv'd thy lovely Name, | 
While purling Streams confeſs my deadly Woe, 
And tell my Griefs in Murmurs as they flow; 
Thou, 


2 


ve, 
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Thou, Patty, thou ſhalt ever be my Theme, 
My Morning Viſion, and my Nightly Dream; 5 
Patty, my Wiſh, my Joy, my Bliſs, my Fame. 
Tho Heaven, with all its Tortures, ſhould conſpire 
To blaſt my Head, and ſet my Soul on fire, 
In vain would it employ its utmoſt Pow r, 
Alive I'll love, and Dying I'll adore: 
Pleas'd with this Thought, I'd claſpthe heav'nly Fire, 
Triumph in Death, and with a Smile expire. 
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BRUTUS' SPEECH tm CATO. 
AND 8 
CATO ANS W E R. 


From LU CAN. 


Audire magnos jam videor duces, 
Non in decoro pulvere ſordidos; 
Et cuncta terrarum ſubacta, 
Prater atrocem animum Catonis. 


Hor. L. II. Ode I. 


The ARGUMENT. 

The Poet having (in the Beginning of the Firſt Boot) 
taken a ſhort View of the Ruins occaſion'd by the 
Civil Wars in Italy, and (in the latter Part of 
that, and the Beginning of the Second) of the Pro- 
divies that preceded them, he deſcribes the general 
Confternation every one was under at Rome, from 
an Apprehenfion of the Calamities they were like to 
ger from the two Factions, theſe of Pompey and 
Ceſar. From thence he takes an Occaſion to in- 
troduce the famotis Brutus conſulting Cato, whether 
:t was the Duty of a private Man to concern bim 
ſelf in the publick Troubles, and engage in the War 
aich was likely to enſue; to which Cato anſwers 
in the Affirmative ; which is the Subject of the fol- 
[wins Speeches, 


At. 
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At non magnanimi percuſſit pefora Bruti. 


JO threatning Storm could Brutus Temper 
N ſhake; 
No Fear his uſual Conſtancy could break. 

In Dead of Night his awful Courſe he bends 

To Cato's humble Roof; in which he finds 


The good old Man involv'd in publick Cares; 


Himſelf ſecure, the common Good he fears. 
To whom the Godlike Brutus ſpoke : To thee, 
Cato, alone muſt exile Virtue flee; 


In thee alone ſhe finds Repoſe and Reſt, 


Makes thee her Home, and lodges in thy Breaſt. 


Do thou confirm my doubtful Mind, and ſpeak 


In this mad Age what Steps I ought to take. 
While ſome for this Side, ſome for That declare, 
Thou, Cato, art my Leader; whether War 
Hhall pleaſe, and even Cato's Self ſhall chooſe 


By his own Voice the People's Rage to rouſe; 
Or whether ſweet Repoſe, and laſting Reſt, 


Shall calm the ſacred Ardour of thy Breaſt. 


8 4 Villains, 
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Villains, for Guilt, give Reaſons for the War, 
Becauſe in Peace th' impartial Laws they fear: 
Some fly for Debt, and Sanctuary take 


In lawleſs Camps; and thus the War they make 

A Safeguard to their Deeds. But canſt thou find 
A Reaſon why to War thou art inclin'd _ 
What! Blood for its own ſake does Cato love? 
And War, for Love of War doſt thou approve? 
What profits Virtue, if thou doſt prepare 

Thy ſelf thus to repay with Blood and War? 
What profits it, if thou couldſt till withſtand 

The Vices of the Age, and ſtill thy ſelf command? 
Let Villains fight, who've long before prepar'd + 
Their Minds for Hatred, and their Hands for War! ( 
In thee 'twill be a Wickedneſs to dare. 

What! Cato fight? Cato has ſtill been good. 
Protect thoſe ſacred Hands, ye Gods! from Blood: 
Who would not wiſh by thoſe good Hands to die, 
And fall by thine, while others Swords they fly? 
Better 'twould be for thee in Peace to reſt, 

With calm Repoſe and ſweet Retirement bleſt. 
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So the bright Planets the ſame Courſe do hold, 
Fix'd and ſecure, eternally they roll; 
While flaſhing Light'nings lower Skies infeſt, 


Perplex' d with Storms, and ignorant of Reſt; 


Hailſtones and Meteors here profuſely flee, 
While Jove's high Court from Storms is always free. 
How glad will Cæſar be, when he ſhall hear 


That Cato has confirm'd the Civil War? 


The Conſul, and the ſervile Senate now 
To Pompey's Nod their conquer d Heads muſt bow: 
Degenerate Cato too to Pompey flies, 

And only Cæſar Liberty enjoys. 

But yet, if Love of War thy Soul doth warm, 
And for our Liberties would Cato arm, 

Let us the End of that dire Conteſt know: 
Pompey nor Cæſar yet is Brutus F oe. 


COO KN EN. 


RUTUS, I muſt confeſs the Crime is great, 
To urge this War; but when we're led by Fate, 


Virtue may go ſecure. Ye Gods! tw¾as you 


That Cato led, and made him guilty roo, 
Whe 
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Who would behold the Stars come rolling down, 
And th' Elements mix'd in dire Confuſion, 
Himſelf ſecure? Shall other Nations come, 
That know not 1taly, to fight for Rome, 
And Cato reſt at Eaſe? Let it be far, 
Ye Gods! from me. Shall Dacians ruſh to War 
To prop our Empire, and ſhall Cato lie 
At home in Peace, nor fight for Liberty? 
As a fond Parent does defire to come, 

Depriv'd of all his Hopes, his only Son, 
Himſelf to light the Fire, the Pile to rear, 
And at the laſt Farewel to ſhed ſome parting Tear: 
So Cato ne'er ſhall be divorc'd from thee, 
O Rome! and thou more precious Liberty! 
Until thy Tow'rs in Aſhes ſhall be laid, 
And the laſt Rites are offer'd to thy Shade. 

So let her go: The Gods have thought it good, 
Nor we'll defraud the War of its due Blood. 
O! that the Gods would hearken to my Pray'r, 
And all its Country's Wounds this Head might bear; 
Like a devoted Decius I would go, 
And fave, by Cato's own, his Country's Wee. 


Cato 
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Cato himſelf both Armies would ſuſtain: 
Let all the bloody Troops of barb' rous Rhine | 
Strike this devoted Head, to War I'd go, 
And for her ſake be thought my Country's Foe. 
Let this my Blood, let Cato's Blood alone, 
For all its Country's Wickedneſs atone. 
But why do People, prone their Necks to bend, 
For Virtue, Rome, and Liberty contend, 
When this my Head might all their Conteſts end? 
When Cato's dead, the Tyrant has no Foes, 
No Enemy his Armies to oppoſe. 
Howe'er, ſince yet our Pompey's Cauſe is ighs, 
We'll follow him, under his Enſigns fight; 
Then, if Succefs his Eagles ſhould attend, 
Let him remember Cato was kis Friend ; 

Nor think the conquer'd World is all his own, 
As if he conquer'd for himſelf alone. 
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| On 


[ 44 ] 
On the PAINTER of Cuerp. 


Tranſlated from the Twelfth Elegy of the Second 
Book of Propertius. 


Quicunque ille fuit, Puerum qui pinxit Amorem. 
Nonne putas miras bunc habuiſſe manus ? 


Hoe'er he was, he doth my Wonder move, 
Who painted firſt a Boy the God of Love. 

Clearly he ſaw the childiſh Lover's Snare; 

What ſolid Good they loſe for gilded Care. 

He not in vain did airy Wings impart, 

Wantonly fluttering from Heart to Heart; 


By ſome ſtrange Waves he knew us wildly toſt, 
While by each Daſh we may be wreck'd and loſt; 
Juſtly with him were feather'd Arrows found, 
For unperceiv'd he gives the deadly Wound, 
And what he hurts, doth ſtill remain unſound. * 
My Breaſt his Arrows and his Image boaſt ; 

But ſure his Wings, with which he flies, are loſt. 
My Heart's his Throne, where he exalted reigns, 
And fires my ſparkling Blood and ſwelling Veins. 


Why 
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Why, cruel Love, ſhould you the Tyrant play 
In my dry Bones? Let others now obey; 
*Tis my mere Shade thou vexeſt, tis not J. 
When I am gone, who ſhall your Praiſes fing ? 
This my light Muſe can weighty Glories bring. 


—_n © A _H_w___w__ 
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To a Ros E ſent to CALIA. 


L 

O, Roſe, my Cælia's Boſom grace; 
How happy ſhould I prove, | 

Might I ſupply that envied Place 

With never-fading Love! 

There, Phenix-like, beneath her Eye, 

Involv'd in Fragrance, burn and die. 

Mt 
Know, hapleſs Flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 
More fragratit Roſes there; 

I ſee thy wither'd Head reclin'd, 

With Envy and Deſpair! 

One common Fate we both muſt prove; 
You die with Envy, I with Love, 


ODE 
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ODE 6 CA LI 4. 
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HEN firſt I ſaw thy lovely Face, 
Pregnant with each alluring Grace, 
I ſought the Muſe's Seat; 
The Muſe, alas! no Joys imparts 
Toeaſe a drooping dying Heart, 

But animares the Heat. 

ps — 

Whither, ah! whither ſhall I run? 
I gaz'd, I figh'd, and am undone; 

Such is thy Pow'r, O Fair! 
But who from Si ghing can remove, 


Since all, who are not blind, muſt love; 
Who are not vain, deſpair? 

III. 
There's not a thing that haunts this Grove, 
But is a Witneſs of my Love; 

Echo repeats my Groans; 

The Trees cheir bending Boughs recline, 
And droop their Heads, as I do mine, 


In anſwer to my Moans ; IV. The 
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; IV. 
The pretty Birds no longer fing; 
| Each mourns my Fate; and hangs his Wing, 
As conſcious of my Care. 
Ten thouſand Cares my Mind infeſt; 
Ten thouſand Tortures rack my Breaſt; 
I love, but muſt deſpair. 
. V. 
Take me, Oh claſp me in thy Arms, 


And let me rove o'er all thy Charms, 
Profuſe of heav'nly Bliſs! 

Pity, Oh pity me! had 1 

An hundred Worlds, like Anthony, 

I'd give them for a Kits. 

VI 

But if inexorably coy, 

A Foe to Love, averſe to Joy, 
My Paſſion you eſchew; 

Tho endleſs Pangs my Mind annoy, 
Tho fad I liv'd, yet pleas d I'll die, 
; Becauſe I die for you, 


E PJ. 
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EPIGRAM o ORPHEUS. 
From MARTIAL. 


VW HAT Fame relates of Orpbeus hereto- 
fore, 


Thy Theatre, great Ceſar, now explores; 


The Mountains skip; the conſcious Stones inſpir'd 
Dance to the Muſick of the warbling Lyre; 

The Beaſts are tame; the Trees in order move , 
And Birds to hover o'er his Muſick love: 

But lo! at length a Bear the Prophet tore, 

And aQts in Truth what was but feign'd before. 


ne EPICURE. 
Frm ANACREON, Ode Iv. 
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NDER the Myrtle's cooleſt Shade, 
1 On flow'ry Banks ſupinely laid, 
Tu drink my bitter Cares away, 
And damp the ſultry Heat of Day. 
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| Young Cupid then at my Command, 


| Shall with the flowing Goblet ſtand: 
Lol poſting Life doth haſte away; 

| And 'tis in vain to bribe its Stay. 

| Why precious Ointments do we ſhed 

On the Monuments of the Dead? 


| Alas! we helpleſs Mortals muſt 
1 in time degen rate into Duſt : 


| Let Roſes round my Temples twine, 


And Ointments o'er my Body ſhine ; 
| [-_ now, pray call my charming Dear; 
Tu footh my Grief, and baniſh Care. 
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By Mr. NORRIS. 


Stet quicungue volet potens 
Aulæ culmine lubrico. | 


1. 

o, I ſhan't envy him, whoe'er he be, 
N That ſtands upon the Battlements of State; 
Stand there who will for me, | 

Id rather be ſecure than great; _ 
Of being high the Pleaſure is but ſmall, 
But great the Ruin, if I chance to fall. 

5 II. 
Let me, in ſome ſweet Shade, ſerenely lie, 
Happy in Leiſure and Obſcurity! 

Whilſt others place their Joys 

In Popularity and Noiſe, 

Let my ſoft Minutes glide obſcurely on, 
Like ſubterraneous Streams, unheard, unknown. z 
III. Thus 
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Thus when my Days are all in Silence paſt, 
A good plain Countryman T I die at laſt. 

f Death cannot chooſe but be 
| To him a mighty Miſery, 

Wo to the World was popularly known, 
And dies a Stranger to himſelf alone. 


ao a * 


The DESPAIRING PHILANDER. 


W LO nk 


1 
LL in the flow'ry Month of May, 
When Flora ſmil'd, and Sol look'd gay, 
Deſpairing by a murm'ring Brook, 
Philander ſhunn'd his fellow Swains, 
And left his Flocks, forſook the Plains, 
And threw away his Crook. 
II. 
All flock'd around the moutnful Swain; 
All ask d the Cauſe, but ask d in vain: 
Vet tho' no Anſwer he return d, 
4 D 2 They 
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They gave their ſympathizing Tears, 
They ſpoke his Grief in ſpeaking theirs, 
And with the Mourner mourn'd. 


III. 


- Belinda well knew all his Cares, 


Why droop'd his Head, why flow'd his Tears; 
She knew whence all his Sorrows ſprang, 


Vet ask'd ----- but with an Air and Mien, 


That ſhew'd her Anger and Diſdain, 


And asking, thus began: 


IV. 

Does Love your troubled Mind poſſeſs, 
And rob you of your Happineſs? 
| Is Love the Source of all your Care? 
Shepherd, ſuch airy Hopes reſtrain, 
Nor feaſt with Dreams your Mind in vain; 

Yet ---- if you'll love, deſpair. 

V. 

She ſpoke; her Eyes, like Lightning, dart 
Ten thouſand Arrows in his Heart: 

He mus'd awhile on what ſhe ſaid, 


I 


While Storms of Sighs his Breaſt ſurpriſe, 


1 briny Drops ſtole from his Eyes, 


Then bow'd, and bowing died. 


T7 a F R I E N D. 


In Imitation of Anacreon. 


| W I LE on Thames's wat'ry Way 
| You the cred']ous Trout betray, 


And Pleaſure waits on you all Day ; 
While beneath the Myrtle's Shade 
(Place for Love and Friendſhip made) 
You bid ev'ry Joy attend, 

To To-morrow Cares commend; 
Wiſely quaff the laughing Wine, 

And Heaven's Happineſs refine ; 
Wine, that drouſy Druggards fires, 
Wine, that gen'rous Thoughts inſpires 


„ With am'rous Wiſhes, gay Deſires; 


I by Love's ſoft Paſſion die, 


| Kill by Celia's conqu ring Eye; 


D 3 
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I, who Cupid ſcorn'd with Pride, 


Brav'd his Bow, his Arts defy d; 


I, who by Experience prove 
All Power weak to that of Love: 


Love, from which no Prince is free, 


Not Alexis, no, not He: 

Love, that ſoftens Warriors Arms 
With its tempting, melting Charms. 
Oh! if Cælia was but mine, 
Ever-charming, ever-kind, 
How I'd cloſe the Scene of Care! 
How I'd baniſh all Deſpair ! 

Nay, I'd raiſe my Ecſtaſy 

To a noble Pitch, ſo high, 

That ev'n Stoicks ſhould confeſs 
In Love's a true, a heav'nly Bliſs. 


** 
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Wrote in a Ladys PRATER-BOOx. 


2 L TA, in vain ſo fervently you pray, 
C And conſtantly tend Chapel twice a Day; 


Mercy 
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Mercy to none by you is ever giv'n, 
| And tender Mercy is the Child of Heav'n. 
Then why ſhould Heav'n with your Defires com- 
| Oh; 
And grant to you, what you to all deny ? 


„ 9 — _ — 


VT 
From ANA C REON Ode XXVII. 


"Aye Cuygagur de 


. > ol a Reached; 


- 5 I T H your beſt, your niceſt Quill, 
With your happieſt utmoſt Skill, 
| Maſter of the Rhodian Art, 

Draw the Charmer of my Heart; 

By what I deſcribe, you may 

| Draw her, tho' ſhe be away. 

| Draw me firſt her Hair flowing, 

Soft, and black, and ſleeky ſhowing; 

And, if the Paint obey defiring, 

| Draw the Odours thence aſpiring. 

| I 
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And beneath the flowing Jer, 
Wich the niceſt Cunning ſer, 

Draw her Forchead's ivory Mound, 

Gently ſwelling to a Round. 
Draw her Eyes-majeſtick-Brow 

Nicely bent I know not how ---- 


(a) Or meet the Brows, or parted near ; 


But nice to be decided where. 
Her Eye itſelf muſt all be Fire, 

(5) Muſt ſparkle, languiſh, and deſire; 

Like Venus ſoft, like Pallas blue, 

At once muſt kill, and pity too. ---- 
Draw her gentle-bending Noſe; 
Draw her Cheek, and draw the Roſe 

With the Lily there combining; 
Draw her dimpled Chin adjoining ; 
Draw her Lips, perſuaſive ſeeming ; 
With a thouſand Kiffes teeming ; 


| 9! undo leviter ſeſe diſcrimine confert 
(a) ar . = fſeſe diſcrimine confi 1 


(5) Dual raggio in onda le ſcintilla an riſo 


Negli umidi occhi tremuls claſfive. Taſſo de Armid. 


Her 
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Her Iv'ry Boſom, and her Neck, 
With all the pretty Graces deck. 
Enough! enough! be all the reſt 
Hid beneath a purple Veſt; 

Yer, apparent thro' the Dreſs, 


The full, the lovely Shape expreſs. 
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*Tis done! Tis ſhe the deareſt one: 


Perhaps, ſweet Paint, you'll ſpeak anon. 


* 


— 


The TokMENTS of Lovs. 
Nec Cælum affiduo madeſeit imbre. 


I. 
O daily Froſts, no conſtant Storm 
; The beauteous Face of Heav'n deform; 
Winter unlocks his frozen Arms, = 
And Flora ſmiles in all her Charms. 


But conſtant Storms of Sighs my Mind annoy, 
Foment my Sorrows, and infringe my Joys. 


II. No 


( 58] 
| II. 
No daily Winds, no hourly Rain 
Ruffle the Surface of the Main; 
Old Boreas roars himſelf aſleep, 
And a ſmooth Calmneſs rules the Deep. 

But Floods of Tears, unknowing to decay, 
Burſt from my Eyes, and ſtream in Tides away. 
png III. 

Na conſtant Claps of Thunder fly, 
And, wing d with Lightning, ſhake the Sky: | 
But fiercer Bolts, and nimbler Fires, | 
To fan my ſcorching Heat conſpire ; * 
New Cares, new Sorrows, diſcompoſe my Soul, 
Abate its Vigour, and my Bliſs controul. 
IV. 
Cupid, thy deadly Darts remove, N | 
And cool the Calentures of Love; 1 
Attack ſome blooming haughty Maid! 
Ah! ceaſe thy Servant to invade! 
Say, to what Fortune is thy Servant born, 
By Gods neglected, and by Ladies ſcorn'd? 


191 
On S E LIN D A. 


Hene' er Senda fings, her Siren Strains 
We drink th' inchanting Sounds, and hug 


our Chains; 


| Bot when we dying view her ugly Face, 
A tawny Countenance without one Grace, 
| No more we hug our Chains, or ſeek the Grave; 
| Her Face delivers whom her Notes enſlave; 0 
| She fings to conquer, and ſhe looks to fave. 


7 
8 
. 
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From ANACREON. 


Ode III. 


Meoomxlios wor dest. 


iT 7 Efternight the filver Moon 
V Riding on her higheſt Noon; 
; v'ry Mortal's careful Breaſt 
Þweetly ſooth d in balmy Reſt; 


: 
In i} 

” 
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Notwithſtanding twas ſo late, 
Love came knocking at my Gate. 
* Who, ſaid I, diſturbs my Sleep? 
e Who this mighty Coil can keep? 
* Ope' the Door, you need not fear; 
* Only I, a Child, am here; 
« A Child, he cried, who all aſtray, 
“ Cold and wet, has loſt his way, 
Quickly, mov'd with what he ſaid, 
I ſtruck a Light, and left my Bed 


Saw a Child but, ſtrange to view! 

Fledg'd with Wings extremely new. 

A little Bow remiſly ſtrung, | 

And Quiver o'er his Shoulders hung. 
The Boy I to the Fire hold, 

Rub his Hands, expel the Cold, 

Squeeze the Water from his Hair 

With all the tend'reſt Love and Care. 
Scarcely was his Chilneſs o'er, 

His little Paws benumb'd no more, 


Open d the Door and faw, tis true, 


«« Come, 


it eh Ns - . "Ou * VEN IN. Es 1 
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Come, ſays he, let's now but try 
If my Bow and Strings are dry; 
If they ſtill their Virtue hold, 
Nor are ſlacken'd by the Cold. 
Then he ſhot L and thro' and thro 


c 


Quite my Heart the Arrow flew. 


1 


$ 
| 
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Mine Hoſt, ſays he, and skipping round, 
Wiſh me joy; for I have found, 


« You too by Experience know, 


The Rain has little hurt my Bow. 


THE 
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THE 


LADIES CHOICE. | 


In 2 DIALOGUE betwixt two Ladies. 


Felices ter & amplitts 
Quos errupta tenet copula : nec . f 
Drvulſus querimontis, z 


Supremd citrus ſalvet amor die. | 
Hor. Lib. I. Ode XIII. 14 


MELISSA, BELINDA 
Mel. Jy R'YTHEE, Belinds (for thou know'it = 
P Im young, = | 
Unskill'd in Arts that to our Sex belong) 4 
Thy wiſer Counſels to my Youth impart; 


Teach me at once to love, and guard my Heart. 
Thar I have Wir, can fing and dance, you know, 
And the World tells me I am pretty too. 


1 now have fifteen pleaſing Summers ſeen, 
And have been courted by twice fifteen Men ; 
3 55 


ELDEST | 
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Still freſh Pretenders do my Peace invade; | 
They write, they viſit, figh, and ſerenade, 
| And try all ways to catch a harmleſs Maid. 
| Then fince our Virgin Thoughts are apt to rove, 
And few eſcape that dang'rous Paſſion, Love, 
| Teach me, Belinda, by thy Arts to chooſe 
What Suitors to admit, and what refuſe. 
| Bel. Tm glad, Meiſſa, you are ſo diſcreet; 
For that to more Experience you'll ſubmit, ©<C 
| Argues your want of Vanity, not Wir. 


1 
3 
* 


But yet, my Dear, tis hard for me t adviſe; 

f Fools are ſo many, and ſo few the Wiſe, 5 

| To judge of Men, we ſhould not truſt our Eyes. ) 

' Outward Appearance oft our Sight deceives, 

| Which makes no Diff 'rence twixt the Wiſe and 
1 Knaves. 

| Dangers may from too near a Gaze enſue, 


| And outward Dreſs our inward Hearts ſubdue: 
| What! tho perhaps your Beauty may inſpire 
L Their Minds with Love, and ſet their Souls on 


4 fire; 
1 | 
| . Cupid 
. 


1641 
Cupid too oſt', like leſſer Thieves, unſeen 
Steals to our Hearts, we know not how nor 
His Standard hoiſts, and guards the Fort withinz * 
Then, like a Tyrant, does our Peace controul, 


And abſolutely lords it o'er the Soul; 
Thus, with your Heart, your Fortune he'll diſpoſe 3 1 
He does the Man, but you the Husband chooſe; 


And, tho a Fool, you muſt the Wretch receive; 
For where we love, we we ſoon our Perſons give. 
Therefore, Mel; a, wiſely guard thy Heart; 


—_— ‚ OOO 


What Nature can't defend, defend by Art. | 
The BRA vu. ö 
Shun, I adviſe you, moſt devoutly ſhun | 


Thoſe ſervile Apes that ſwarm about the Town; 

Pert noiſy Coxcombs, ſelf-admiring Beaus, 

Known by their want of Wit, and gaudy Clothes. 
Of all the Creatures Nature does provide 

To ſtock the World, from Ignorance to Pride, 

Of all, that from her various Boſom ſpring, 

A Beau in my Eſteem's the oddeſt Thing: 


165 1 | 


A ſelfiſh Compound, fingular and vain; | 
Part Afs, part Puppet, but the leaſt of Man; 
One, that ſeems juſt for Nature's Paſtime made; 
A gaudy -Carcaſe with an empty Head; 
Whoſe only Knowledge lies in modiſh Dreſs, 
And ſeldom looks much further than the Glaſs; 
A Creature only govern'd by his Will, 
Thar ſeldom reads above a Tailor's Bill; 
A filly Wretch, that's whimfical and proud ; 
Stiff in Opinion, talkative and loud; 
And that, which moſt of all compleats the 
. an. - 

Is, that the Fop is to a Proverb dull. 

That ſuch, Meliſſa, may addreſs, is true, 
Write a ſoft Song, or ſenſeleſs Billetdouæ, 


But 'tis themſelves whom they admire , nor ( 


you. 

And ſhe that is once yok'd with one of theſe, 
Muſt e en be wedded to his Vanities ; | 
Doat on a thing that ſcarce deſerves a Name, 
While he with Slights rewards her gen'rous Flame, 


E For 
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For tell me, can he leſs indiff rent prove, 
Who thinks no Woman can deſerve his Love? 
No, no, Mehfſa, never think he can; 
For if you do, you're cozen'd in the Man. 


The DEzBAUCHEE. 


? 
1 
4 
* 
7 


Shun too, my Dear, the lewder Wits o'th' 


Town, | 
As watchfully as they'd avoid a Dun. 


For ſuch a Man too ſoon will let you ſee, 
Lewdneſs and Marriage do but ill agree. 
Ofr at the Theatre ſuch Sparks I've ſeen, 
With rakiſh Looks, half drunk come reeling in,, 
Tofling their Wigs, their backs againſt the( 
Regardleſs of the Play (a Mark of Wit) 

Bow to ſome lewd Companion in the Pit ; 

ſeen, 


Whiſper a Mask, and then retire again 


To 


e e 


Then ſtagger home ward by the Morning light. 


[6] 
To ſome lewd Tavern, where's their chief De- 


light 3 | | 
There, in Debaucheries they ſpend the Night, 


Thus does the Spendthrift laviſh his Eſtate, 


And ne'er conſiders till it is too late. 


And then a Wife muſt cure the dangerous Sore; 
Her Fortune too his Acres muſt reſtore ; 

The Woman found is by Addrefles won ; 

They're married; he's profuſe, and ſhe's undone. 


The Wound once cur'd, he ſoon forgets his Pain, 
; And takes the Trade of Lewdneſs up again: 
In vicious Days and Nights his Life is ſpent; 
The Pleaſure his, but her's the Puniſhment: 
4 For now the Heav'n ſhe dreamt of proves her 


Hell ; 


| Whoſe only Fault was loving him too well. 
Penſive all Day ſhe fits, all Night alone; 


| She does her flighted Love, bur more his Faulty be- 


| By kind E 
| She ſtrives to ſoften his Impenitence ; 


moan; 
ndeavours, fraught with Innocence, 


E 2 Fain 
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Fain would ſhe turn him from the winding Maze, 
Win him to Love, and be the ſame he was; 
But vain's her Pray'r; her Sighs her Tears are 
vain; 


She may as ſoon her Freedom reobtain, 

As mollify the baſe obdurate Man; 

Who, like her Perſon, flights her fond Advice; 

And, when with Love ſhe would his Soul in- 
wer, 


Flies from her Arms, and revels in his Vice : 
Till ſhe, alas! foreſeeing what would come, | 
Conſents, and with the little left he packs her home. ( 
Of ſuch I give thee Caution to beware; 

Fly them, Meliſſa, as a tim'rous Hare, 
That ſtrains along the Vale t'avoid the Hunter's 


Snare. 


5 b ee eee ee ee „rr 


The SOLDIER. 


And from a Soldier too thy Flight direct; 
In his rough Arms what can a Maid expe&? 
Long abſent Days, and tedious widow'd Nights. 
Are theſe the Marriage- Joys, the vaſt Delights, ö 
— | We| 
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We promiſe to our ſelves with him we love? 
Or ſhall we elſe ſuch conſtant Creatures prove, 
To leave our Country, and turn Fugitive; 
Follow the Camp, and with the Wand'rer live, 
In warlike Sounds, our ſofter Hours to paſs, 
Scorch in the Sun, and ſleep upon the Graſs? 
No, no, Meliſſa, 'tis an anxious Life: 

Honour's his Miſtreſs, let it be his Wife. 


The Man of BusiNEess. 


No Man of Bus'neſs let thy Heart approve; 
Bus'neſs is oft' an Enemy to Love: 
Nor vainly think thou can'ſt be truly bleſt 
With one, that's wedded to his Intereſt; 
Worldly Affairs do his Affection cloy, 
As that, which ſhould preſerve it, does deſtroy. 
'Twixt two Extremes you wretchedly muſt live, 
Or well or ill, as his Affairs do thrive 5 
Whoſe good or bad Succeſs will be his Rule; 
One makes him inſolent, and t' other dull. 


E 3 . The 
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The CounTtIER. 
Let no aſpiring Courtier be thy Choice; 


Avoid in Courts the Buſtle and the Noiſe - 
Where vain Ambition hurries on the Mind, 


And leaves the true, the folid Bliſs behind. 


As when the thrifty Clown, ſecurely bleſt, 
His Barns with Plenty fill'd, with Joy his Breaſt, 
Poſſeſs d with Hopes of a long left Eſtate, 

In haſte forſakes his humble harmleſs Seat; 


There wildly gapes, and wanders up and down, 
And's kept in Ignorance till he's undone: 
Some weighty Suins receiv'd for Corn and Cheeſe, 
Are ſpent in Treats, and giv'n away in Fees. 
Mean while the Lawyer fo well acts his Part, 
With empty Pockets and an aking Heart, 
He ſends him packing home again to Plough and 
Cart: : | 
So does the Courtier laviſh his Eſtate, 
And bribes into the Favours of the Great; 


i * 


With Bag and Bundle trots it up to Town, 5 


\ 
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Preferr'd he fits, like 8 darling Son, 
To Friends, and what he was, a Stranger grown, 
Till ſoon ſome Turn of a revolving State, 
Leaves him to curſe Ambition, and his Fate; 
Threaten'd with Want, perhaps the Voungſter 
writes, 
And lives, or rather ſtarves, genteelly, by his Wits. 


De GENTLEMAN. 


Therefore, Meliſſa, guard thee from Surprize; 


Let none of theſe betray thee, if chou rt wiſe; 


Let not their Sighs or Songs thy Soul intice; 
But if thou would ſt be happy in thy Choice, 
Above them all a Gentleman prefer; 


One free from Bus neſs, undiſturb'd with n 


Who've ſtill the Vices of the Age withſtood, 
And ſeeks for nothing but his Country's Good. 


Travel his Underſtanding ſhould improve 
For as it helps his Knowledge, 'twould his Love. 
' "Tis not for me of Perſons to adviſe; | 
All Women fee not with the ſclf-ſame Eyes: 


E 4 5 In 
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In that you might your own Opinion uſe; - 
Your Heart will teach you: But, were I to chooſe, = 
He ſhould not be effeminate or proud; L 
(I hate the Man that is by Pride ſubdu'd;) 
In vs, I grant, * licile Pride may be; 

A much leſ Crime, and may with Senſe agree; | 
A Gift alone for our own Sex deſign d, — 
To awe the looſe Opinions of Mankind, 
Who quickly elſe more inſolent would grow; 


"Tis Virtue's Guard, and aids our Beauties too. 

A gay Appearance ſhould not make me err ; 

I would the Beauties of the Mind prefer. 

Among the few, I'd have a Man of Senſe, 

Endu'd with Modeſty and Temperance ; 

Not with a great, but yet a good Eſtate ; 

Not too much learned, nor illiterate ; 

But yet he ſhould, avoiding each Extreme, 

Know more of Man, than Man ſhould know of 
him; 

Be gen ' rous and well- bred, but not 1 ; 

Not giv'n to flatter, nor to take th'abuſe ; 


Such 
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Such ſhould his Carriage, ſuch his Temper be, 


As ſpoke the Gentleman in each Degree; 
His temper lively, not to Wildneſs bent; 


His Talk diverting, and yet innocent; 
Not unreſerv'd, not yet too nicely wiſe; 
Apter to bear than offer Injuries; 
Courage enough his Honour to defend; 
Still conſtant in his Love, and faithful to his 
Friend. 55 
This is the Man I'd to my Heart prefer; 
Such Men, Meliſſa, well deſerve our Care; 
You'll ſay, they're ſcarce, and I muſt grant they 


arc. 


But I'm reſolv'd, by ſuch a Man or none, 


Unleſs by Love betray'd, I ſhall be won. 


Were I then woo'd by this embelliſh'd Youth, 
His Soul ſuſceptible of Love and Truth, 
By gentle Steps he ſhould attain my Hearr, 
By all the Proofs of Breeding, Wit, and Art. 
Then, as ſome Town by warlike Numbers ſought, 
That long againſt the Enemy has fought, 


And 
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And oft with Courage | brav'd the dauntleſs £1 
Field, 

Yet in the End, by Want or Force 2 
Does with great Honour to the Conqu ror yield: | 
So to my Lover I'd my Heart reſign; | 
The Conqueſt his, the Glory ſhould be mine. | 
Wich mutual Love my Nuptials ſhould be bleſt; b 


Then to my Arms I'd call the welcome Gueſt, 
And celebrate with Joy great Hymen's Feaſt. 
Marriage 1s Bondage; but where Cupid reigns, 
The Yoke is eaſy, glorious are the Chains; E 
His Fetters pleaſe; nor wiſh we to be free, 1 
But glory in the Loſs of Liberty. | 
And yet but half the Thanks we owe the Boy; 
He gives us Love, tis Hymen gives us Joy : 
Well might the Poets feign theſe Gods akin; 
For we are only happy, when they Join. 

As, when Aurora does the Bridal Morn 
With an uncommon Gaiety adorn, 
From its illuſtrious Birth with Eaſe we may 
For- tel the Brightneſs of the coming Day: 


So, 


1751 
| |] $0, when true Love the ſacred Tye precedes, 
5 Secure of Happineſs the Couple weds; 
Neo chreat ning Storms do e er moleſt their Joy; 
| | No anxious Quarrels do their Peace deſtroy; 

Their Days flide on in the ſecureſt Eaſe, 
And circle in eternal Rounds of Bliſs. 
hleſt in my With thus far, my next ſhould be 
Cor I, Meliſſa, would live far, and free 
From the vile Tumults of this viler Town) 

Io have ſome little Cottage of my own: 

No ſpacious, but a pleaſant Country- ſeat, 

| Where the gay Spring ſhould ſmile on our Re- 
| 3 
Delightful Gardens ſhould the Structure bound, 
All Love within, and Innocence around: 

| Where warbling Linnets hop from Spray to Spray, 
And with their Songs ſalute the dawning Day; 
Where on ſome Sprig the Evening Philomel = 

Sings her ſad Dirge, and bids the Sun farewel; | 
| Where purling Streams in gentle Murmurs creep, 


| Court us to liften, and invite our Sleep; 


Where 
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Where waving Groves a grateful Coolneſs made, 
And form'd with complicated Boughs a Shade; 


Where Grottos fink, and Porticos ariſe, 


Where pleaſing Proſpects open to our Eyes; 8 | 


Claim our Attention, and our Hearts ſurpriſe : 

A Place, by Nature form'd to feaſt the Mind, 

By Art for Solitude and Love defign'd. 

There would we walk, and waſte our idler 
Hours, 


Gather the luſcious Fruits and fragrant Flow'rs ; 


And from its Branch the downy Peach unlooſe: 
And ev'ry Sweet of Nature ſhould itſelf diſcloſe. 
So the firſt Pair, of Innocence poſſeſs d, 

Were in their native Eden truly bleſt; 

At large they rang d o'er all the flow'ry Land, 

And pluck'd their Food from Nature's lib'ral 
Hand, 

FTripp'd o'er the Soil, and to the Fountains ran; 

The happy Woman She, and He the happy 
Man. 


Crop from their Stalks the Columbine and Roſe, 


Next 


| 
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Next in my Houſhold I'd employ my Care; 
My tendance few, but honeſt and fincere. 
1 I would not have our happier Delights 
, | Deſtroy'd by gaming Days or drinking Nights; 
| Nor yet look ſhy on Friends my Husband brought, 
But would ſeem pleaſant, tho I lik d them 
not; _ | 


Courteous to all, and lib'ral to the Poor, 
Who ſtill ſhould chant their Bleflings at my 
Door. 
All Jars among my Servants ſtill ſhould ceaſe, 
And ev'ry Day ſhould take its Turn in Peace. 
T̃hus we'd the Innocence of Life enjoy; 
For Love's a Pleaſure that does ſeldom cloy. 
As peaceful Monarchs do their Kingdoms ſway, 
He ſhould my Heart; and I'd in Love obey. 
No Change of Fortune ſhould pervert our Flame, 
But with the Good or Bad be ſtill the fame. 
The Day we'd ſpend in Thought, in Love the 
Night, 
Profuſe of Bliſs, and pregnant with Delight; 


Till 
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And we by Heav'n alone be happier made. 


Till nought on Earth to our great Joy could add, 
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So WO X XXIV. 
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"LY me not, my fair One, tho 
Tho my Looks do filv'ry grow; 
Tho the Colour of the Roſe 

On thy Cheek Vermilion glows; 

Fly me not, my fair One, tho' ---- 
Take me for thy Foil and ſo 

In the Wreath of Love fuppoſe 

(a) Me the Lily, you the Roſe. 


(a) uale Roſe fulgent inter fua lilia mixte. 
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THE 
| CHARACTER 
OF A 
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|| I ol Art met Nature, and for once combin'd 
| L To form a Venus with Minerua's Mind. 
| Such heav'nly Virtues all her Mind controul, 
| Speak in her Looks, and ſparkle in her Soul; 
| | Such Light her Beauty to the World imparts, 
| Basks in her Eyes, and triumphs o'er our Hearts, 
| She does each Paſſion, each Affection move, 
And thaw the frozen Cynick into Love. 
Her bluſhing Checks a purer Red diſcloſe, 
Than decks the blooming Honours of the Roſe; 
| Her piercing Eyes, thoſe ſparkling Orbs of Light, 
Strike, like Meduſa, the amazed Sight; 4 
Ten thouſand little Cupids round them ſteer their 
Flight. 
5 * 
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Each Feature might a new Adorer gain, 

And ev'ry Ringlet weave a Lover's Chain. 
Ev'n ſympathizing Phæbus owns her Sway, 
And takes new Charms from her ſuperior Day; 
Charms that diffuſe an ever-radiant Light, 


And, like his Mid-day Beams, no rival Pow'r ad- 


- mit. 
Envy itſelf fair Beauty's noxious Peſt, 


With Joy theſe Words breath d from her inmoſt | 


Breaſt: 
May'ſ thou, a Phenix, long thy Charms diſplay, | 
Like So/'s bright Beams upon a Summer's Day, | 
Fair without Spot, and without Cenſure gay. 

ol that the Gods propitious to my Pray'r, | 
| Had made her kind, as they have made her fair; 
That Act alone would all the World abaſh, 


And Venus own a brighter Venus, A SH. | 
| 


CUPID | 


[ 8: ] 
CUPID MISTAKEN. 


S by a Riv'let Cupid ſleeping lay, 
A Tir'd with the Labours of the ſultry / 
5 A 
Fair Cælia ſtole his golden Shafts away. 
| He ſtamp d, ftar'd, fum'd, intractable to Reſt, 
And each Extravagance of Grief expreſs d, 0 
| When Venus ſmiling thus her Son addreſs d: 

Ceaſe, ceaſe, my little Cupid, to complain, 
5 Nor laviſh Floods of precious Tears in vain; | 

Celia needs not thy Arts to make Men burn, 
| But ſoon, will ſoon thy uſeleſs Shafts return; 
Her Voice, Air, Steps, Breaſt, F * Eyes, 
| conſpire 
| To kindle in Mens Souls a conſtant Fire. 

One Glance from Cælia will more Hearts ſub- 
due, 


| Than all that mighty Pow'r that reigns in You. 
D 
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 FPEFOUVEZLO w DAPHNE. 


Nympha precor Peneia, mane; non inſequor hoſits , 
Nympha mane. ----- 


CO TAY, lovely Nymph! Ah! whither? why 
8 ſo faſt? 


Stzy, lovely Nymph! and check that dangerous 
, we 

So fly the harmleſs Lambs when Wolves are nigh; 

So fly the Deer, when they the Lion ſpy; 

So from the Eagle flies the tender Dove; 

They Hatred fly, but you the eager'ſt Love. 

Beware, dear Nymph! leſt you ſhould fall, I fear, | 

Or ſome rude Thorn your beauteous Limbs ſhould | 
tear. 


4 


Rough are the Ways, and worthy of your Dread, 
You ſeek with Swiftneſs, and with Boldneſs tread. 
Pray moderate your raſh, your dangerous Haſte ! 


Stay, and I'll ſtay, or not purſue fo faſt. 


An 
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Ah filly Nymph! you know not whom you 

ſhun, 
And that's the Cauſe why you fo ſwiftly run. 
I am no homebred Clown, nor watch the Sheep, 
Nor ſtraying Herds on barren Mountains keep. 
Delphos is mine: The Pateræ an Land, 
Claras, and Tenedos own my Command. 
Great Jove's my Sire: By me alone appear 
Things paſt, things preſent, and what future are. 
The Gift of Harmony is mine; by me 
The ſofteſt Tunes to warbling Lyres agree. 
Sure is my Arrow; but a ſurer's found, 


Whoſe Stroke's more fatal, and more deep the 


Wound. 
Phyſick's divine Invention is my own; 
A ſovereign Helper thro' che World I'm known. 
Ah! wretched me ! no Cure can Herbs afford, 
And Arts that profit all, can't help their Lord. 
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From ANACRE ON, Ode XXIII. 
O . de Nod. 


Ouldſt thou, Gold, a Moment give 
0 To the little Time I live, 
I would ſoon a Miſer be, 
Hoard and worſhip only thee: 
Come---- my Fate's impatient Dun, 
Thou ſhouldft bribe him to be gone. 
Bur if no Redemption can 
Stay the fleeting Life of Man, 
Why 1n vain lament we? why, 
| Since we are decreed to die, 
Why ſhould Gold be worſhipp'd ? why? 
Hence the Metal Give me Wine. 
Still, ye Gods, the Gift reſine; 
Give me, jolly Friends, | improve 
Still the Bleſſing Give me Love. 


13851 


An EPelSTLE 70 a FRIEND. 


ROM dreary Solitude and lonely Groves, 
F Where, loſt in Thought, a mournful Muſe 

ſtill roves, 

What deathleſs Lays to Crawley ſhall I ſend, 

Crawley, my conſtant and my faithful Friend? 

Leis grateful to Sir Rt is a Plot, 

| Replete with Ills, and with Sedition hot, 

Than were thy Lines to my expecting Sight; 

Whence ſprung ſuch pleafing Thoughts, ſuch vaſt 

| Delight; | 

Thy Lines, which nought but Friendſhip could in- 

due * 
Warm from the Soul, and faithful to its Fire. 
What, can I fanſy, now thy Time employs, 


| 'Midit Law's dry Nonſenſe, and midſt City Joys! 


Doſt thou, like me, of th' arduous Task com- 
plain, 

And tug at Wood and Littleton with Pain ? 

| Doſt thou, like me, a ſcornful Fair adore, 

|| Upbraid her Coldneſs, and thy Heat deplore? 


Or 
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Or elſe doſt thou to Harry's now repair, 
And drown in Wine thy too-incroaching Care, 
Where oft' I've bid the noiſy School adieu, 
And what I ſought in many, found in You? 

Tho' bluſhing Flora ſhines in all her Pride, 
And courts my greedy Sight on ev'ry Side; 
Tho' Woods and purling Streams ſalute my Eyes, 
And lofty Hills in ſtately Pomp ariſe ; 
Tho' Heaven ſets all its Beauties to my View, 
They're taſteleſs and infipid without you. 

Then quickly come, and let me now enjoy 
What long I've wiſh'd before, nor mourn your 


| Stay. 
On all your Efforts may Succeſs attend, nl 


And no unkind Repulſe your Wiſhes find, 
Bleſt in your * and happy in your Friend. 
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AD LIBELLUM 


I'S done, the Work is done ---- 


1 Go then, and to the lovely Nymph impart 
I be trueſt Image of a bleeding Heart. 


Tell 


[ 87 ] 
Tell her, ten thouſand Cares my Mind infeſt, 
And all the Lover glows within my Breaſt, 
Oe'rwhelm'd with Grief, and ignorant of Reſt. 
Yer tell her, if one tender Thought ſhe gives; 
That her Philander, her Adorer, lives. 
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